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traffic signals the size of a watch's dial, and over it all a
dull moon in deep clouds.
" These are the nights he likes to come over/' said my
friend, who, in common with all other British, referred to
the enemy that way. " What's he been doing to-day ? "
they ask ;' or, sc He's in a bit of a mess in Russia all right."
That's the way they put it from one end of England to the
other. It's curious, but you seldom hear an Englishman
say " the Germans." They may say the " bloody Nazis,"
or'the "Jerries," which they often do as a sort of a national
trademark. Sometimes they refer to Hitler in a collective
sense, but in any case, they never say " the Germans." I
believe subconsciously they don't think of Germans as a
group of people inhabiting a country. They think of them
more like a pack on the move. You feel that all through
Europe. There is no Germany. There's a pack on the move.
" Is this the Dorchester ? " A voice in the dark says,
" Yes." It is the doorman helping with the bag. There isn't
a light, just a brick wall built out on the sidewalk to screen
any gleams from inside and to protect the entrance against
bomb splinters. The padded compartment of a revolving
door releases you suddenly into a great, blazing room of light.
Every hotel in London was jammed. Averell Harriman
had left a few hours before, however, and the manager put
a bed in Harriman's sitting-room and let me sleep in it.
Unless the Germans dropped one square on the Dorchester,
I proposed to stay in that bed all night. The next morning
I had my first daylight look at wartime London.
London seems to chatter, walks like a man in a brisk
constitutional, glances at its buildings and streets. London
turns a corner smartly, throws its head up to catch the good
air, smiles a little at the empty sky. The stroke of Big Ben
booms from a spire that has not had a scar. A tall target
never touched. Ancient windows cling to the Abbey, as
though blessed by the protection of some unseen force.
Fuzzy little ducks^swim in Hyde Park pond. Rebuilders
move on scaffolds in Parliament's rafters : Commons meets
in the House of Lords. Bright polish shines the knocker at
10 Downing Street, but sober-dressed sentries look closely
when you hand them a pass.
Belgians and Poles, the Free French and the Dutch,